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sound is not becoming to this holy grove, and I will
descend."

The charioteer at once stopped the car, and
Dushyanta stepped quickly to the ground. Then he
suddenly remembered that he was dressed in a
fashion too splendid for a visitor to such an abode of
meekness ; so he took off his ornaments of gold and
handed them to the charioteer. " Now," he said, " I
can enter the hermits5 grove, which must be a truly
sacred place for my right arm throbs in an un-
mistakable manner." At that moment the king
heard a gentle voice call out, " Come hither, my
beloved companions," and turning to the right he
saw through the trees a number of beautiful girls
carrying water-pots of various sizes, from which
they were evidently going to water the plants in the
grove. As he looked, three girls of greater beauty
than the others detached themselves from the rest
and came quite near to Dushyanta, although they
could not see him. From their greetings the monarch
soon learnt that one of these maidens was Sakuntala,
the daughter of Canna. " The venerable sage," he
said to himself, " has little appreciation of his
daughter's beauty when he dresses her in a mantle
of woven bark and gives her the menial task of
pouring water into the channels which surround the
roots of the plants."

ii

For a time the king stood in rapt admiration of
the beauty of Sakuntala, who, as she went about her